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families, who roamed from place to place, getting a precarious
existence by hunting and fishing, sheltering themselves in caves
or huts of leaves and twigs, but never staying for more than a
few days in one place. They were almost at the lowest scale
of human nature, <and had not the intelligence of some brutes,
who hoard up the fruits of summer for their winter needs. The
majority of blackfellows had no sense of thrift or foresight,
gorging themselves into a diseased condition during the summer
months and starving for the rest of the year. Going for the
most part stark naked, they shivered miserably, and contracted
all kinds of chest complaints during the wet and cold seasons,
while in times of drought, the great curse of Australia, even
with the most civilized methods of irrigation, many of them
perished like helpless animals from hunger and thirst

As a rule, after their first hostilities towards the early
explorers, they became reconciled to the presence of white
men, or at least saw the futility of warlike resistance. Un-
fortunately, nothing could cure their thieving instincts, and
although the majority of squatters would have been willing
enough * to live and let live/ they were exasperated by the con-
stant loss of sheep and cattle owing to raids of hungry blacks,
Naturally, being rough-and-ready men, they showed little mercy
to the robbers when they could catch them, and in some cases
undoubtedly their vengeance was swift and cruel. Now and
again the blackfellows retaliated with equal cruelty, and there
are many stories from those early days of a solitary bushman
riding carelessly through the woods until suddenly surrounded
by a group of savages, who had crept upon his track, and at a
given signal from their leader sprang out and clubbed him to
death.

It was this kind of tragedy that hardened the heart of the
squatter against the blackf ellow, so that in many cases the mere
glimpse of a black skin hiding beneath the rushes by the river-
bank or moving like a shadow in the scrub was sufficient justi-
fication, at least to the conscience of a stock-rider or a shepherd,
tp shoot the poor wretch ' on sight/ Yet? on the other handf